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Not  by  Chance 

by  Erika  Ortiz 


Poetry 


On  the  paper  I  must  write 

by  Lisa  Hicks 

Words 

Scratched  across  an  endless 

Pallet  of  the  world 

Emotions 

leak  out, 

thoughts  are  put  down 

to  words 

Who  is  he  speaking  to? 
Who  is  he  speaking  about? 

Words 
Puncuation 

pause 

Words 

More  thoughts 

Just  letters  put  together  to 

make  words 

which 

make  a  sentense 

which 

makes  a  phrase — 

that's  it 


The  Pen 

by  Samantha  Gehrig 

The  pen  begins  its  journey 

Across  the  crisp  white  paper 

Writing  words  to  treasure 

Making  memories  not  to  be  forgotten 

Showing  love  and  lust 

It  flows  across  the  paper 

Making  marks  of  meaning 

To  be  understood  with  the  heart 

It  tells  a  story  of  the  past 

It  gives  us  hope  for  the  future 

A  magic  wand  of  imagination 

Gives  a  fantasy  to  live  by 

An  outlet  for  the  angry 

An  expression  of  the  hope 

The  pen  is  on  a  journey 

To  help,  heal,  and  hurt 

Giving  words  of  wisdom 

Showing  truth  and  pain 

The  pen  has  completed  this  journey 
Put  away  for  another  day 


Who  I  Used  to  Be 

By  Jessica  Peron 

My  heart  is  wrapped  in  love  so  tight  that  it's  suffocating  me 

Not  intentionally  and  not  instantly 

Slowly 

Very  slowly 

To  where  the  eyes  can  not  tell  at  first  glance 

But  upon  observation  over  time 

One  can  see  me  struggling  to  keep  a  breath  of  air  in  my  lungs 

And  in  time 

The  fight  for  air 

To  be  free  from  love 

Starts  to  ware  me  down 

And  I  begin  to  not  care  if  I  get  one  more  breath  of  air 

For  it  becomes  to  much  for  my  mind 

For  my  body  to  handle 

That  I  just  one  day  let  go 

And  in  days  to  come 

Even  weeks  upon  weeks 

Those  who  then  start  to  observe  me  ask  if  there  was  a  time  when  I  was  full  of 

life 

Full  of  love 

And  those  who  were  always  with  me 

Who  always  loved  me 

Realize  who  I  am  now 

At  this  moment  in  time 

Who  I  have  become 

And  share  those  memories  of  who  I  used  to  be. 


Our  Nightly  Sins 

By  Jessica  Peron 

Take  me 

Run  with  me 

To  where  the  innocent  dew  drops  of  the  morning 

Has  collected  into  the  river  of  the  afternoon 

So  that  we  can  wash  the  sins  of  the  night  away. 


Destruction 

By  Adam  Fox 

My  mouth  spews  destruction 
When  it  opens  nothing  but 
Chaos  and  harm  come  out. 

As  much  as  I  try  to  bring 

Love  and  joy  to  all 

My  attempts  are  squandered. 

In  my  stupidity  my  verbal  destruction 
Brings  nothing  but  pain  and  confusion 
To  those  that  I  love. 

Please  forgive  me  from  myself. 


Thorn  in  My  Brain 

By  Adam  Fox 

It  pierces, 

Bruising  and  breaking  me 

Every  memory  pushes  it  in  deeper 

The  memories  are  killing. 

My  demands  dance  before 
Not  visible  to  the  plain  eye 
Only  to  my  mind. 

Every  dance  brings  up 

Another  failure. 

Every  dance  torments  me. 

Never  progressing  with  forward  motion 
Always  fighting  the  useable 
Always  fighting  memories. 


Memories  in  the  Vase 

by  Jennifer  Houle 

Staring  at  the  vase  on  the  table 

Overflowing  with  beautiful  Calla  Lily 

I'm  reminded  of  her  beauty  and  grace 

The  flowing  movements  of  her  body 

Flawless  and  perfect 

Some  of  the  flowers  are  turning  brown 

The  edges  of  the  flowers  decay  and  curl 

I'm  reminded  of  her  body,  sunken  and  hollow 

The  racking  coughs,  breaking  her  body 

Struggling  and  raw 

Graceful  beauty  and  slender  lines 

Turn  and  change,  decaying  quickly 

No  longer  what  once  was 

Fleeting  life  running  out  before  you 

Swift  yet  full 


The  Perfect  Life 

by  Jessica  Peron 

Follow  me  to  a  simple  life 

One  that  you  may  come  to  adore 

But  never  live  in 

One  where  there  is  a  'true  love'  for  all 

One  where  there  is  no  death  on  those  who  do  not  deserve  it 

But  the  power  to  live  for  an  'enternity' 

One  where  there  is  always  a  'happy  ending' 

Follow  me  to  a  life  that  only  exsists  in  the  mind  of  a  child 

A  fairytale. 


I  Took  a  Little  Scribble  to  Let  my  Soul  Dribble 

by  Kristian  Englert 

I  took  a  little  scribble  to  let  my  soul  dribble 

Tears  to  the  eyes  fell  for  those  who  have  suffered 

At  the  hands  of  our  soldiers 

Rumsfeld  held  the  truth  from  us 

By  initiating  the  process  that  enables  a  soldier  to  act  out 

There  own  opinions 

Another  representation  of  our  president's  mistakes 

Bringing  about  his  inevitable  fate 

We  can  no  longer  live  in  hate 

If  we  live  in  another  place  in  the  world 

You're  supposed  to  represent  us 

The  U.S. 

Stop  the  hear  stop  the  internal  projection  battle  onto  others 

What  warped  mind  tortures  through  orders 

Follow  what  you've  signed  up  for. . . 

Even  if  they're  wrong 

NO,  report  the  wrong 

Humiliation  utilization  what  information  is  true  to  grasp  from  this 

Is  it  true  to  grasp  gossip 


Grind 

by  Candis  Welch 

The  hall  of  miserable  souls, 
Time  beaten,  succubae  haven, 
Boiled  in  their  own  stew. 
Game  ridden,  red  roses, 
Dining  devilish  divas. 

How  would  like  that? 

Fresh,  succulent,  molded,  or 

Rotten. 

How  would  you  like  that? 

Eroded  essence  peeling  away, 
The  black  birds  gnaw  the  raw. 
Grinning  grimmishly  going  gray, 
Growing  stiffer,  heavy  in  weight, 
Into  statues  day — by  the  day. 
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A  Long  Journey  to  War 

by  Paul  Stephenson 


II 


I  Only 

by  Lisa  Swiderski 

I  only  shop  when  I'm  lonely 
I  buy  sexy  clothes 
And  live  vicariously 
Through  romance  novels 

I  only  cry  when  my  heart  is  broken 
Sometimes  I  cry 
All  day  and 
All  night  too 

I  only  laugh  when  I'm  nervous 
When  the  butterflies 
Flutter  in  formation 
One  by  one  around  and  around 

I  only  smile  when  I'm  sad 
Come  to  think  of  it 
I'm  always  smiling 
Imagine  that 


I  only  live  in  the  clouds 
When  I'm  in  love 
My  mind  floats 
Above  everything  else 

I  only  shop  when  I'm  lonely 
Always  spending  too  much  money 
And  at  the  end  of  the  day 
I  have  no  joy-  I'm  still  lonely 


Red  Letters 

by  Keith  Gay 

Send  you  red  letters 

Bled  from  these  feathers 

Torn 

Like  maidens 

Mouths  gaping  open 

Try  not  to  cry 

Over  what's  gone  forever 

Try  not  to  try 

so  hard,  next  time  will  be  better 

Once  severed 

Ripped  silk  must  sew  her  own  pillow 
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Drool  thick  breathe  of  strange  beauty 

by  Kristian  Englert 

Drool  thick  breathe  of  strange  beauty 
Cries  worship  smooth  sighs 
I  wish  you  could  see  the  pain  in  me 
Flower  beds  dull  wonders  of  familiarity 

Cries  worship  smooth  sighs 
Recall  incubates  screams  through  watery  days 
Flower  beds  dull  wonders  of  familiarity 
Lazy  seas  are  the  pardon  of  Eden 

Recall  incubates  screams  through  watery  days 
Your  love  drowns  me  with  feathered  hair 
Lazy  seas  are  the  pardon  of  Eden 
With  voices  tangible  in  worship  of  night  air 

Your  love  drowns  me  with  feathered  hair 
There  is  a  piece  of  you  with  me  when  you  are  not  there 
With  voices  only  tangible  in  worship  of  night  air 
There  is  a  piece  of  you  not  with  me  when  you're  here 

There  is  a  piece  of  you  with  me  when  you're  not  there 

If  I  could  find  you  would  everything  be  okay 

There  is  a  piece  of  you  not  with  me  when  you're  here 

I  won't  try  to  tell  you  to  say  or  do  I  can  be  better  in  this  way 

If  I  could  find  you  would  everything  be  okay 

I  can't  help  but  remember  you  the  way  that  you  want  me  to 

Can  there  be  no  other  song  to  sing  for  the  blue  lady  of  life 

What  have  you  been  up  to  when  you're  not  wandering  through  me 

Is  you  disguise  that  of  reality  or  normality 

Can  there  be  no  other  song  to  sing  for  the  blue  lady  of  life 

I  wish  you  could  see  the  pain  in  me 

Is  your  disguise  that  of  reality  or  normality 

Drool  thick  breathe  of  strange  beauty 


Love 

by  Lauren  Lopez 

Love  is  like  the  four  seasons. 

It  can  be  Cold  and  Stormy,  keeping  you  inside  a  box  of  snow  and  ice. 

Love  can  be  harsh,  biting  at  you  with  a  cold  shoulder  of  ignorance,  like  the  freezing  snow. 

It  can  be  beautiful  like  the  spring,  bringing  a  wonderful  new  beginning  to  you. 

Love  can  bring  new  opportunities,  a  new  life  your  way  with  just  a  little  patience  and  care. 

It  can  be  like  the  summer,  hot  and  intense,  full  of  life. 

It  can  be  complete  bliss,  leaving  you  in  a  golden  glow,  like  the  sun. 

Love  can  also  be  timid,  not  too  hot,  but  not  too  cold,  like  autumn. 

You  can  be  in  complete  balance  with  love,  and  if  you  try,  you  can  stall  that  cold  pain  from 

coming. 

But  you  can't  stop  the  cycle  of  love. 

Love  is  good  and  bad,  better  at  some  times  than  others. 

Love  can  make  you  very  happy,  and  also  very  sad. 

The  most  important  thing  to  remember,  though,  is  that  love  is  precious. 

If  you  fall  in  love,  you  must  never  forget  it. 

For  although  love  may  not  last  forever,  the  memories  always  will. 
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Love's  Painful  Nature 

by  Diana  Anderson 

As  I  walked  through  the  garden 
Of  your  lush  embrace, 

The  moist  air  clung  to  my  skin 
Like  it  was  your  hot  breath. 

It  was  not  until  later 
That  I  came  to  realize, 

That  the  touch  of  your  caress 
Burned  me  like  that  of  poison  oak. 
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Transient  Euphoria 

by  Jennifer  Houle 

Euphoric  and  ecstatic,  nothing  could  bring  me  down 

Flying  high  and  careless  in  the  clouds 

A  crack  of  thunder  from  below 

Reverberations  through  my  body 

Heart  fall  first,  ripped  from  its  cavity 

I  watch  it  fall,  then  I  follow  it  down 

Blood  stains  my  clothes 

Without  the  heart,  the  blood  spills  from  the  arteries 

My  body  loses  strength  quickly 

Always  further  then  I  am, 

The  heart  falls  freely 

Spraying  my  weak  body  with  the  remaining  blood 

I  reach  feebly  for  it 

But  it  is  too  far,  just  out  of  reach 

The  ground  rushes  to  meet  me 

My  eyes  roll  to  the  back  of  my  blood  deprived  brain 

My  heart  hits  first,  a  sick  spraying  and  splattering 

The  blood  stained  ground  yawns  up  at  me 

A  sickening  smack  and  I  hit  the  ground 

My  broken  body  lies  twisted  in  a  heap 

My  soul  crushed  and  bones  broken,  shattered 

Lungs  punctured  by  the  shards  of  ribs 

I  cough  up  my  last  breath 

Gagging  on  torn  muscle  in  my  mouth 


Adjustment 

by  Brandi  Campbell 

A  terrible  thing, 

Like  stale  milk  in  the  refrigerator, 

It  is  fresh  and  new, 

Then  it  settles — 

It  adjusts. 
It  slowly  rots  away, 
Like  the  soul  of  a  person — 

Adjusted. 
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Better... 

By  Joe  Mazzone 

I  feel  better  now  that  it  z  over  with, 

No  more  worrying  no  more  pain. 

Actually,  Much  better, 

Now  that  I  made  it  thru  tha  rain. 

Saving  money  on  unnecessary  thing(s), 

(I'm  so  glad  that  it'z  over  with!) 

By  all  means  I  should  be  6  deep. . . 

But  (S)omeone  gave  me  a  few  more  rounds. 

It  should  be  easier,  though. . . 

Finding  it  hard  to  readjust, 

Just  doing  what  I  must  to  make, 

I  got  my  life  back, 

And  He's  always  trying  to  take  it. . . 
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Nature 

By  Nathan  Isaacson 

In  nature,  there  are  many  beautiful  creatures! 
From  the  smallest  faces  -  the  flower, 
To  the  prettiest  eye  -  the  ladybug. 

None  is  like  the  Butterfly! 
Being  able  to  flutter  one's  check 
And  keeping  all  from  frowning. 

A  flutter  her,  a  whisper  there! 

The  Sneak  come  in  as  a  praying  mantice! 
Praying  its  way  through  the  smile, 
Reaching  its  way  to  the  soul. 

After  preying  o  the  heart,  stop! 

Does  the  mantis  understand  the  beauty, 

For  the  whisper  came  from  its  prayer. 

A  whisper  here,  a  prayer  there! 

To  reach  the  height  of  the  wind, 

Love  must  abound! 

It  starts  as  a  prayer,  and  comes  as  a  song! 

To  keep  one  from  frowning, 

A  flutter  must  start  on  the  smallest  faces! 

A  prayer  must  reach  the  understanding  soul! 

A  prayer  here,  a  rejoicing  there! 
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Coexistence 
Battle  for  the  Air 
Power  for  the  People 

by  Matt  Furlane 


Short  Fiction 


May  the  Road  Rise  Up  to  Meet  You 

by  Paul  LaLonde 

The  night  sky  is  thick  with  fog.  I  can  no  longer  see  the  stars.  It  is  cold  and  damp,  but  the  weather  is  not 
my  major  concern.  The  fog  acts  like  a  prism  separating  the  red  twirling  lights  of  the  ambulance.  1  see  paramedics 
heave  my  friend  onto  a  gurney.  Their  faces  are  not  particularly  pleasant  to  me.  Their  faces  look  grave.  I  do  not 
want  to  believe  it.  I  will  not  believe  it.  I  choose  not  to.  She  is  crying.  He  is  leaning  next  to  a  light  post.  I  cannot  see 
his  face,  but  blood  is  still  on  his  hands.  I  stand  here.  I  do  not  move.  All  I  can  do  is  think. 

I  was  sitting  on  a  wooden  bench  in  the  local  park.  It  was  near  dusk,  and  the  chilly  wind  blew  in  my  face, 
which  stung  as  it  hit.  A  loosely  dotted  "V"  squawked  above  while  it  flew  south  for  the  winter.  My  eyes  were 
fixated  in  front  of  me.  I  was  gazing  at  everything  and,  yet,  nothing.  My  lips  ached  from  constantly  wetting  them  in 
the  near  frigid  air.  Matt  was  sitting  next  to  me  on  the  bench.  He  took  his  frigid  stiff  hands  from  his  warm  pocket, 
reached  into  his  inside  coat  pocket,  took  out  a  little  black  book  and  pen,  and  jotted  down  a  few  things  while 
looking  around.  He  smiled  then  sighed  as  he  replaced  the  book  and  pen.  I  was  so  lost  in  my  thoughts  that  I  did  not 
notice  when  Matt  got  up  from  the  bench.  He  stretched  his  arms  towards  the  sky  and  groaned;  he  then  put  his  hands 
on  his  back,  pushed  forward  and  said,  "Ah.  What  a  feeling."  His  low,  but  oddly  enough  soft,  voice  stirred  me 
awake. 

"What  feeling?'"  I  asked  him. 

"The  feeling  of  cracking  your  back." 

"Ah,  yes.  That  is  quite  a  feeling.  Somewhere  between  a  wonderful  meal  and  sex." 

"It's  nothing  like  sex,"  he  protested. 

"And  why  is  that?"  I  asked.  His  eyes  became  squinted  as  his  eyebrows  pushed  them  down. 

"Well,"  he  began,  "a  woman  isn't  involved  with  cracking  a  back." 

"She  is  if  the  position  is  right,"  I  laughed.  Matt  just  smiled  at  me  as  he  turned  his  head  and  looked  at  the 
sunset. 

"We  should  get  going  before  it  gets  dark,  Erik." 

I  pried  my  frozen  body  from  the  bench,  and  we  started  the  walk  back  to  the  apartment. 

When  the  telephone  rang  at  12:30  A.M.,  Matt  leaped  out  of  bed  and  frantically  searched  for  the  noise.  He 
rubbed  his  weary  eyes  which  struggled  to  see  images  in  the  dark,  but  after  a  quick  grab,  he  found  the  receiver  and 
answered  it. 

"Hello,"  he  said  with  a  slight  crack  in  his  voice. 

"My,  my  —  aren't  we  a  little  sleepyhead,"  a  familiar  voice  spoke. 

"What?"  Matt  asked  as  he  rubbed  away  the  eye  stubbles. 

"Oh,  come  on  now.  Don't  tell  me  you  don't  recognize  my  beautiful  voice." 

"Nikki?" 
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"Of  course." 

"Nikki,  why  are  you  calling  so  late?" 

"Well,  by  politically  correct  international  time  zone  regulations,  it's  technically  early." 

Matt  sighed  and  rubbed  his  forehead  with  his  free  hand. 

"Look!  It's  12:30  in  the  morning.  I  have  class  at  9  a.m.,  and  I  need  some  sleep.  So  if  you  called  for  any 
important  reason,  please,  enlighten  me." 
He  could  hear  her  small  breaths  over  the  phone. 

"I'm  sorry,"  she  said.  "You're  usually  up  at  this  time,  and  I  thought  I  would  say  hello  since  we  haven't 
spoken  for  a  while." 

Matt  once  again  sighed  making  his  shoulders  rise  up  and  down. 

"No,  Nikki,  I'm  sorry.  I've  been  under  a  lot  of  stress  lately." 

"Don't  worry.  I  forgive  you,"  she  said  with  her  quiet  little  voice. 

"Want  me  to  come  over?" 

"No."  She  did  not  sound  too  convincing. 

"Are  you  sure?" 

"Well... if  you  want  to." 

"Yes,  I  want  to.  I'll  do  it  for  you." 

"Aren't  you  tired?" 

"A  little." 

"Then  stay  home." 

"No.  I  want  to  come  over,  and,  besides,  I  won't  sleep  now.  I'll  be  over  in  a  few  minutes,  ok." 

It  was  bitter  cold  out.  He  felt  a  million  needles  stabbing  his  face.  The  full  moon  lit  his  path  as  he  walked, 
and  he  noticed  pumpkins  on  people's  front  porches,  and  it  made  him  think  back  to  when  he  was  a  child.  Trick-or- 
treating  was  always  fun.  He  loved  to  dress  up  as  different  creatures.  He  smiled  at  the  old  joy  of  looking  in  the 
mirror  and  anticipating  what  he  would  look  like  and  the  excitement  of  running  from  house  to  house.  That  joy  and 
excitement  are  gone  forever. 

He  knocked  on  Nikkol's  front  door.  It  slowly  creaked  open  as  she  peeked  through  the  crack.  They 
hugged,  and  he  turned  around  to  hang  up  his  coat.  Then,  without  warning,  Nikkol  jumped  on  his  back.  He  grabbed 
the  bottom  of  her  legs  and  flipped  her  onto  the  couch.  He  then  sat  on  her  legs  so  she  could  not  get  up,  and  he 
started  to  tickle  her.  She  laughed  hysterically.  Nikkol  is  a  short  girl;  she  only  rises  up  to  Matt's  shoulder.  Her  long 
sandy  blond  hair  is  wavy  and  falls  to  her  shoulders.  Matt  liked  her  ice  blue  eyes  most  of  all.  They  conveyed  a  deep 
innocence  and  youthfulness  to  him.  They  showed  Matt  that  good  and  beauty  can  exist  in  the  world.  She  is  very  fit 
because  she  ran  track;  after  all,  how  else  would  she  learn  to  run  from  big  scary  boys — that  was  the  excuse  she  gave 
anyway.  She  continuously  got  attention  from  other  boys.  Matt  always  felt  guilty  about  never  showing  her  as  much 
attention  as  the  other  boys  did;  however,  he  accepted  it  as  his  fault,  a  fault  he  carried  quietly. 
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She  pushed  him  off  her  by  pinching  the  nerves  in  his  neck,  and  he  easily  gave  into  the  pain,  and  once  she 
had  him  on  the  ground,  she  bent  his  fingers  back.  He  retaliated  by  flicking  her  nose  with  his  free  hand.  They  both 
collapsed  on  the  floor  as  they  struggled  for  air. 

"You  cheated,"  Nikkol  huffed. 

"How?" 

"You  weigh  a  thousand  pounds  more  than  me!" 

"Yeah,  well,  you  seem  to  have  gained  quite  a  few  pounds  yourself.  So  you  can  hold  your  own." 

She  crossed  her  arms.  She  pouted  out  her  lips  and  shrank  her  eyes  then  turned  her  back  to  him. 

"Oh,  come  on,"  Matt  said.  "I  didn't  mean  it." 

She  got  up  with  her  arms  still  crossed  and  left  the  room.  Matt  just  sat  on  the  couch.  He  wondered  to 
himself  if  she  was  really  mad  or  not.  She  had  a  history  of  tricking  him,  and  he  always  fell  for  it.  He  thought  that 
tonight  he  would  call  her  bluff. 

"Well,  if  you're  not  going  to  talk  to  me,  I'm  going  home,"  he  said  in  a  fake  mad  tone.  He  put  on  his  jacket 
and  opened  the  door.  He  walked  outside,  slammed  the  door,  and  tapped  his  foot.  He  wanted  to  see  if  she  would 
come  out  to  stop  him  from  leaving.  He  waited  a  minute,  then  two.  He  couldn't  take  it  any  more  and  went  back 
inside.  As  he  walked  back  through  the  door,  a  foot  stuck  out,  and  he  fell  with  a  huge  thud  as  he  hit  the  floor.  When 
he  rolled  over  on  his  back,  looking  up,  he  saw  the  blurry  vision  of  Nikkol  stand  over  him  like  a  ladder. 

"Gotcha,"  she  said. 

An  hour  had  elapsed  while  they  were  talking,  and  later  it  was  2:30  in  the  morning.  Neither  one  noticed 
because  they  were  having  a  nice  time.  It  had  been  far  too  long  since  they  sat  down  and  talked  to  each  other.  A  half 
hour  came  and  went,  and  Matt  looked  at  his  watch  and  gasped. 

"Jesus,  Mary,  and  Joseph!  Its  3:00  in  the  morning.  I've  got  to  go,"  Matt  said. 

"No.  Stay  here.  It's  cold  out  and  dark.  Someone  might  jump  you,"  Nikkol  pleaded  with  him. 

"I'll  be  fine,  honey." 

She  looked  at  him  with  a  smirk. 

"Honey?" 

"Nikki.  I  said  Nikki." 

"Sure  you  did,"  she  sarcastically  said.  Her  mood  turned  serious  as  she  looked  into  his  eyes,  and  he  looked 
back.  He  seemed  to  get  lost  in  the  ice  blue.  He  saw  something  new;  he  never  saw  this  before  he  thought. 

"Matt,"  she  began.  "I  have  something  I  want  to  say  to  you." 
He  began  to  sweat,  and  his  heart  beat  quickened. 

"I'm  sorry.  It's  late.  Can't  it  wait  until  tomorrow?  I  have  class  in  the  morning." 

"Urn...  yeah...  sure." 

They  hugged  and  said  their  good-byes.  As  she  closed  the  door  behind  Matt,  her  eyes  began  to  swell  and 
puff.  He  had  a  good  idea  of  what  she  wanted  to  say,  but  he  did  not  want  to  hear  it.  He  loved  her.  He  had  for  some 
time.  He  was  afraid  of  something,  but  he  knew  not  what  it  was.  It  was  very  cold  out.  He  put  his  hands  in  his  -,  -> 


pockets  to  keep  them  warm.  He  slumped  his  shoulders  as  he  walked.  He  periodically  looked  over  his  shoulder 
during  the  walk  home.  When  he  opened  the  door  to  the  apartment,  Spooky  came  running  to  the  door,  tail  wagging. 
Spooky  is  a  miniature  Schnauzer — all  black — and  Matt  claimed  he  was  the  dog's  favorite  person,  although  I 
disagree.  Matt  took  off  his  coat.  He  threw  it  on  the  floor  and  collapsed  on  the  couch  falling  asleep  immediately. 
Sooky  leaped  on  his  stomach  and  fell  asleep,  too. 

Matt  woke  up  as  he  rolled  off  the  couch  with  a  thud  and  a  groan.  He  rubbed  his  eyes  and  looked  for  his 
watch.  It  was  1 1 :30  A.M.  He  missed  his  class.  When  he  forced  himself  off  the  floor,  Spooky  came  running  in  to 
greet  him  with  a  leach  in  his  mouth.  Our  apartment  is  not  lavish,  yet  I  would  not  ever  say  it  is  scummy.  I  describe 
it  as  a  cozy  little  hole  a  hobbit  would  not  take.  Nonetheless,  it  is  home.  The  white  walls  are  clean  and  freshly 
painted.  The  kitchen  has  unwashed  plates  and  cups  on  the  counter  with  a  "to  do  list"  hanging  on  the  refrigerator 
reading  "Dishes:  Erik."  Posters  of  wrestlers  hang  on  the  walls,  including  my  favorite  since  I  was  six,  the 
Undertaker.  Various  magazines  are  scattered  on  the  coffee  table,  and  videogame  items  carpet  the  floor. 

"Hold  on.  Spooky.  I  have  to  go  to  the  bathroom  first  or  else  we'll  both  be  going  on  the  same  tree,"  Matt 
told  the  dog.  Spooky  just  stared  at  him  and  tilted  his  head.  Matt  walked  into  the  bathroom.  He  washed  his  face  and 
brushed  his  teeth.  As  Matt  walked  out,  I  ran  in  yelling:  "Morning!  No  time!  Must  bathroom  use!"  He  just  smiled 
and  walked  to  the  kitchen  table  where  he  put  on  his  shoes.  Spooky  ran  over  and  dropped  the  leach.  Matt  picked  it 
up  and  latched  it  onto  the  little  dog's  collar.  Spooky  put  his  nose  right  in  the  crack  of  the  door  and  waited  till  it 
would  be  opened. 

It  was  fairly  warm  out,  as  warm  as  an  early  November  day  could  be,  and  Matt  filled  his  lungs  with  the 
fresh  crisp  air.  He  looked  around  as  Spooky  sniffed  at  the  ground,  and  he  saw  Scott  McFly  walking  towards  him. 

"Top  o'  the  morning  to  you,  Scott,"  Matt  said. 

"Hey,  Matt,  why  weren't  you  in  class  this  morning?"  Scott  asked. 

"I  was  at  Nikki's  house  late  last  night  and  didn't  get  home  till  three  in  the  morning.  I'm  still  a  little  tired." 

"That's  alright.  You  only  missed  Mr.  Classing's  boring  lecture  on  micro  nucleic  something  or  others." 

"Sounds  interesting." 

"No.  It  was  much  more  boring  than  it  fockin'  sounds."  Scott  bent  over  and  petted  Spooky  who  had  been 
jumping  on  him  since  he  arrived.  "So.  Late  night  with  Nikkol,  huh?  You  sly  dog." 

"No.  It's  not  like  that.  We  only  talked,"  Matt  reassured  him. 

Just  by  looking  at  him,  no  one,  not  even  myself,  would  ever  be  able  to  tell  that  Scott  is  from  the  Emerald 
Isle.  He  has  an  American  head  banger  look:  Long  curly  hair,  piercings,  tattoos,  and  a  constant  5  o'clock  shadow, 
which  usually  bothers  me.  He  never  shaves,  and  his  beard  never  grows.  It  never  made  any  sense  to  me.  He  does 
have  some  hints  that  suggest  he  comes  from  the  "Old  Country,"  though.  A  pale  green  Celtic  cross  is  tattooed  on  his 
left  forearm.  A  pale  green  word  is  on  his  hand.  It  reads  E  ireannach,  or  Irishman.  The  give  away,  though,  is  his 
accent,  but  that  is  not  included  in  the  looks  section.  Despite  his  fierce  appearance,  and  mouth  for  that  matter,  Scott 
is  a  kind  person  who  makes  few  enemies.  He  gains  friends  where  ever  he  goes  and  finds  the  time  to  get  better 
acquainted  with  many  women — probably  because  of  the  accent.  ^4 


"No.  I'm  telling  you.  All  we  did  was  talk,"  Matt  reassured  Scott. 

"Look,  Matt.  I  do  not  understand  why  you  don't  focking  ask  her  on  a  date  or  some  shit  like  that." 

"It's  complicated." 

"Bullshit!  You're  a  fockin'  man.  She's  a  fockin'  woman.  It's  that  fockin'  simple." 

"You're  right.  She's  a  woman,  and  I'm  a  man.  We're  just  too  different." 

"Matt?" 

"What?" 

"Remember  that  party  I  told  you  about?  You  should  come.  Nikkol  said  she's  goin'." 

"Yeah.  I'll  be  there." 

While  Matt  talked  to  him,  Scott  stared  at  a  group  of  four  men  walking  down  the  road.  Matt  noticed  Scott 
was  no  longer  paying  attention  to  him.  He  looked  over,  and  his  curiosity  got  the  better  of  him. 

"Who  are  they?"  He  asked. 

"Those  fockers  ain't  my  favorite  people  in  the  world." 

"I  couldn't  tell.  Why?" 

"See  the  one  in  the  middle?  His  name  is  Chad  Gossert.  We  used  to  be  close  friends.  So  close,  in  fact,  that 
we  shared  the  same  fockin'  girlfriend.  Only  I  didn't  know  till  she  told  me.  I  beat  the  fock  out  of  him.  Real  bad." 

"I  see.  Well,  I  suppose  I  should  get  ready  for  my  1 :00  o'clock  class." 

"Alright,  Matt.  Salvage  what's  left  of  the  day,  and  may  the  road  rise  up  to  meet  you.  I'll  see  you  at  the 
party  on  Saturday." 

"Hey.  Urn... I  know  that  that  saying  is  Irish,  but  what  does  it  mean?" 

"If  I  have  to  tell  you,  you  don't  deserve  to  know." 

"Ah.  Well,  I  think  I  know.  I'll  see  you  on  Saturday." 

Nikkol  rounded  the  corner  on  her  way  to  the  big  party.  It  was  at  the  college  fraternity  house.  The  white 
house  had  two  stories,  and  if  it  were  not  for  the  N  P  D  on  the  front  of  the  house,  nobody  could  tell  horny,  beer 
swilling  frat  boys  dwelled  inside.  Loud  music  entered  her  ears  as  she  approached  the  house,  and  the  sight  of  the 
brightly  lit  quarters  almost  made  the  night  seem  magical,  heavenly.  A  group  of  men  leaned  in  the  cold  against  a  car 
parked  on  the  lawn.  It  was  Chad  Gossert  and  his  cronies.  A  pile  of  empty  beer  cans  littered  the  ground  by  their 
feet.  He  looked  at  Nikkol  and  smiled,  not  a  nice  smile  but  a  suspicious  one.  As  she  passed  the  group,  Chad  blew 
her  a  kiss,  and  she  turned  away  in  disgust.  His  posse  laughed  as  she  entered  the  house  leaving  them  out  in  the  cold. 

The  house  was  crowded.  People  were  everywhere.  In  the  kitchen,  many  were  gathered  around  a  beer  keg. 
All  around  the  house,  people  exhibited  drunken  behavior.  The  Caesars  of  Rome  could  do  no  better.  Boys  drinking 
from  beer  bongs,  girls  waving  their  clothes,  many  vomited  on  the  floor  only  to  get  more  to  drink,  some  passed  out 
with  vomit  puddles  next  to  their  heads.  The  sad  part  was  that  the  party  had  only  been  going  on  for  an  hour.  Into 
this  mess  walked  Nikkol.  She  cringed  upon  entering  the  house.  This  did  not  seem  right  she  thought.  I  don't  belong 
in  this  house.  Where's  Matt?  Why  did  I  come  here?  The  smell,  the  smell  is  putrid.  The  music  is  too  loud,  and  it  is 
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not  my  taste.  Hey,  that's  my  chemistry  teacher.  Why  is  he  here?  What  a  pervert.  Well,  I  came  for  Matt,  and  I'm 
going  to  find  him. 

She  stumbled  through  the  sea  of  Caesars  to  find  him,  and  she  had  to  step  over  a  couple  of  bodies  to 
maneuver  around.  She  tried  not  to  have  alcohol  spill  on  her  black  pants  or  white  blouse  because  she  was  dressed 
nice  for  Matt.  As  she  staggered  her  way  throught  the  drunken  orgy  like  an  explorer  in  a  jungle,  it  became  more 
humid  and  less  tolerable.  She  decided  to  cool  off  by  stepping  out  back  through  the  sliding  screen  door. 
Matt  Sully  was  nervous.  He,  too,  was  dressed  nice.  The  tan  sweater  was  a  great  piece,  but  probably  not  a  wise 
choice  in  a  hot  house.  The  black  jeans  matched  the  sweater  perfectly.  I  never  noticed  before,  but  he  had  brown 
eyes.  His  usually  shaggy  hair  was  neatly  combed  and  trimmed.  His  goatee  was  gone.  I  could  not  believe  it.  He 
never  took  it  off.  The  three  of  us  had  arrived  about  five  minutes  before  Nikkol. 

"How  do  I  look,"  he  asked  Scott. 

"Oh  stop  it,  silly.  You  look  fabulous!" 

"Ok....  What  do  you  think,  Erik?" 

Matt  was  understandably  nervous.  He  was  about  to  do  the  gutsiest  thing  I  ever  saw  him  do.  Finally,  he 
was  supposed  to  tell  the  woman  he  loved  his  feelings.  It  took  him  long  enough.  He  had  only  known  her  since  the 
third  grade.  I  honestly  believed  that  no  man  and  woman  can  have  a  truly  plutonic  relationship.  At  some  point  or 
another,  one  will  fall  for  the  other,  and  either  ruin  the  friendship,  or  take  it  to  the  next  level.  Matt  had  to  believe 
this  as  well.  I  see  no  other  reason  why  it  took  him  so  long. 

"You  look  nice,"  I  reassured  him  and  patted  him  on  the  back. 

"Now,  if  you  two  pansies  are  done  bein'  fockin'  sissies,  I  got  a  party  to  get  to." 
Scott  turned  around  to  join  the  Caesars;  a  tanned  girl  with  dark  shoulder  length  hair  walked  by  him  and  smiled  as 
she  turned  her  head.  She  reminded  me  of  Helen  of  Troy  or  Cleopatra,  a  type  of  women  not  to  mess  with,  but  Scott 
is  always  up  for  a  challenge.  He  looked  back  towards  Matt  and  me  and  winked.  He  then  made  haste  towards  her. 
Damn,  Matt  though.  He  has  such  an  easy  time  with  women.  I  guess  I  better  find  Nikki.  And,  off  he  went.  I  was  left 
by  myself  with  nothing  to  do,  until  I  saw  a  cute  red  head  down  the  hallway. 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life,  he  felt  full  of  life  and  purpose.  He  felt  like  he  was  floating  on  thin  air — like 
he  was  floating  on  the  clouds.  He  searched  all  over  the  house.  He  searched  upstairs,  and  downstairs,  in  all 
hallways,  and  all  bathrooms.  Since  there  was  nowhere  else  to  look,  he  decided  to  take  a  peek  in  the  backyard. 
Looking  through  the  sliding  glass  door,  he  saw  her  sitting  with  a  guy  in  a  swing  in  the  hibernating  garden,  and  they 
were  not  talking.  He  felt  his  heart  drop  from  one  hundred  beats  per  minute  to  twelve.  It  threw  him  into  shock  like  a 
fat  man  who  suffered  three  simultaneous  heart  attacks.  He  turned  around  and  slowly  walked  towards  the  front 
door,  hand  on  forehead. 

Scott  was  surrounded  by  a  group  a  women — two  on  each  arm — when  Matt  passed  by. 

"So.  There  I  was,"  Scott  said  to  the  ladies.  "I  was  in  the  middle  of  a  fockin'  pack  of  ferocious,  man-eating  lions.  It 
was  just  me  and  my  guide  Macombu.  He  told  me  to  stay  calm  and  not  run  when  all  of  a  sudden...."  He  trailed  off 
as  he  noticed  Matt  walk  out  the  front  door. 
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"Sorry,  ladies,  but  my  story  is  going  to  have  to  wait  a  moment." 
He  left  the  women  behind  and  followed  Matt  out  the  front  door. 

"Hey,  Matt.  What's  up?  Where  are  you  goin'?" 

Matt  said  nothing  as  he  turned  his  head  to  look  at  his  friend. 

"Matt,  are  you  ok?" 

"I  saw...Nikkol  in  the  backyard  with  a  guy..."  is  all  Matt  could  muster  before  walking  away. 

Scott  stood  puzzled  looking  at  him  before  racing  towards  the  garden.  He  pushed  his  way  past  the  sea  of 
people  and  into  the  backyard.  He  looked  around  and  saw  Nikki  on  a  bench  with  someone,  and  as  he  got  closer  he 
noticed  it  was  Chad.  She  was  trying  to  push  him  off  her,  but  it  did  not  work.  Scott  walked  up  with  a  clentched  fist 
once  he  figured  out  hat  was  happening.  Nikkol  slapped  Chad  in  the  face,  and  he  raised  his  hand  to  strike  her,  but 
instead  Scott  grasped  Chad's  raised  hand  and  hit  him  in  the  face  continually  until  he  collapsed  to  the  ground  with  a 
thud,  where  Scott  proceeded  to  kick  him  repeatedly  in  the  stomach.  When  Chad  looked  incapacitated,  Scott  turned 
to  check  on  Nikkol.  She  was  sitting  on  the  bench  with  her  face  in  her  hands.  Her  tears  glistened  in  the  moon  light, 
which  made  the  scene  look  almost  beautiful.  It  was  as  if  she  glowed. 

"What  happened?  Are  you  alright?" 

"Yes,"  she  answered.  "Where's  Matt?" 

"He  left.  He  was  acting  strange.  He  said  he  saw  you  back  here  with  some  guy.  Do  you  know  what  the 
fock's  going  on  'round  here?  I'm  fockin'  confused." 

"Oh  no.  I  got  to  find  him  and  explain." 

"Explain  what!?"  Scott  asked.  She  seemed  to  be  talking  to  herself,  and  Scott  became  annoyed.  She  got  up, 
kissed  Scott  on  the  cheek,  and  ran  to  the  front  door.  I  had  seen  Scott  run  past  me  towards  the  backyard  and  had 
thought  nothing  of  it  until  I  saw  Nikkol  run  from  the  back  a  short  while  after.  I  then  wondered  what  was 
happening.  I  calmly  strolled  to  the  backyard  where  I  saw  Scott  standing,  confused. 

"What's  all  the  commotion,"  I  asked. 

"That  asshole  over  there  tried  kissing  Nikkol,  Matt  left  for  some  reason,  and  I...." 
It  was  my  turn  to  look  confused.  "What  asshole?"  I  interrupted. 

"Chad.  Over  there..."  Scott  began,  but  as  he  turned  around  only  an  imprint  was  imbedded  in  the  grass. 
"Damn.  The  focker  left.  Let's  go  find  him,  and  I'll  explain  later." 

Matt  had  long  regained  his  composure  and  began  his  walk  home.  He  walked  in  the  dark  cold  all  alone,  head  down, 
hands  in  pockets.  The  night  sky  was  unusually  clear,  and  all  of  the  stars  shown  brightly  against  the  dark  bluish 
black.  The  breath  that  came  from  his  mouth  became  little  haze  that  quickly  evaporated.  I  must  be  going  crazy  he 
thought.  I  tried  this  time,  though.  It  could  have  been  like  all  those  other  times  where  I  opened  my  mouth  and 
nothing  came  out.  Like  this  air.  It  comes  and  goes  just  as  quick.  Someday,  no  air  will  come  out.  I  don't  even  know 
why  I'm  upset.  It's  not  like  we're  dating.  I  should  be  happy  for  my  friend. 
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Suddenly,  a  warm  hand  touched  his  shoulder.  He  turned  around  frantically,  and  there  she  stood.  His  heart 
once  again  reached  100  beats  per  minute,  but  they  quickly  slowed  when  he  realized  who  it  was. 

"Hi,  Nikkol,"  Matt  said  softly  lowering  his  head  as  he  spoke. 

"What's  wrong?" 

"Nothing.  I  just  saw...,"  he  uttered  but  trailed  off. 

"Matt,  you  didn't  see  what  you  thought." 

"What  did  I  see  then,  huh?  I  know  what  I  saw,"  he  said  with  more  solidity  in  his  voice. 

"No.  You  didn't,"  pleaded  Nikkol.  "Let  me  explain." 

"What  did  I  see  then!?  Enlighten  me!"  Nikkol  began  to  cry;  Matt  began  to  walk  away. 

"He  was  drunk  and  forced  himself  on  me!  I  didn't  know  what  was  going  on."  Nikkol  yelled.  Matt 
stopped,  and  his  eyes  widened.  He  turned  around  to  talk  to  her,  but  he  was  speechless  like  so  many  other  times 
before.  His  stomach  dropped.  He  felt  disgusted  not  only  with  Chad  Gossert,  but  also  with  himself  for  being  too 
quick  to  judge.  He  wrapped  his  arms  around  her  and  held  her  tight  and  close  like  an  unbloomed  flower  not  wanting 
to  let  its  petals  go. 

"I'm  so  sorry,"  he  whispered.  "I  saw  something  completely  different  from  where  I  was  standing." 

"It's  ok." 

"No.  It's  not.  I  was  such  a  jerk." 

"Yes." 

"Are  you  alright?" 

"Yes.  I'll  be  fine." 

Matt  held  Nikkol  and  rubbed  her  shoulders  to  calm  her  down.  She  finally  relaxed  and  laid  her  head  on  his 
chest. 

"I  can  hear  your  heart  beating,"  she  whispered  softly. 
He  looked  once  again  deep  into  her  eyes.  He  saw  the  same  thing  he  had  seen  before,  but  this  time  he  knew  he 
wanted  it. 

"Nikkol,"  he  whispered. 

"Yes,  Matt  Sully,"  she  said  in  a  teasing  way. 

He  leaned  and  kissed  her.  He  waited  such  a  long  time  to  do  so.  They  kissed  under  the  stars  as  they 
twinkled  brightly  in  the  sky.  Matt  was  in  his  own  heavenly  world  until  he  felt  a  sharp,  cold,  horrific  pain  in  his 
kidneys.  He  let  out  a  blood  curdling  cry  and  fell  to  his  knees.  He  felt  it  again  in  his  shoulder  then  in  the  other  one. 
He  fell  forward  in  agony,  and  when  he  turned  over,  he  saw  the  blurry  vision  of  a  man  holding  a  bloodied  knife. 
Nikkol  screamed,  and  the  man  lunged  at  her.  Using  her  track  skills,  she  bolted  away  from  him  while  looking  back 
watching  him  chase  her. 

Scott  and  I  were  on  the  front  lawn  looking  around  Chad's  car  for  him  when  we  heard  the  scream.  Our 
heads  rose  swiftly  like  deer  when  they  hear  the  slightest  noise.  We  ran  towards  the  screams  which  pierced  the  cold 
air  despite  the  loud  music.  It  began  to  become  foggy.  My  stomach  hurt,  and  my  lungs  ached  when  I  breathed  in  the       ~g 


cold  night  air,  but  somehow  I  knew  that  Matt  was  involved.  So  I  ignored  the  pain  that  boiled  inside  my  body.  I 
looked  at  Scott,  and  his  eyes  glowed  red  against  the  dark. 

Nikkol  ran  faster,  and  it  seemed  like  she  was  winning  the  race  until  she  slammed  into  me  around  the  corner 
knocking  us  both  on  the  ground  hard.  Instinctively,  Scott  tackled  the  assailant  to  the  ground  and  whaled  on  him 
uncontrollably.  The  sound  of  whack,  whack,  whack  will  never  leave  my  mind.  It  sounded  like  beating  a  mule  with 
a  sledgehammer  or  Rocky  punching  that  slab  beef  in  the  meat  freezer.  I  picked  up  Nikkol  who  was  shaking,  and 
without  saying  a  word,  or  so  much  as  a  glance  she  ran  back  into  the  darkness  from  whence  she  came.  I  followed 
her. 

I  found  my  way  through  the  thickness  of  the  fog  to  Nikkol  who  was  kneeling  on  the  ground  next  to  Matt. 
The  sidewalk  he  was  laying  on  was  a  deep  red  as  was  Nikkol's  blouse.  She  put  his  head  on  her  lap  and  stroked  his 
hair.  Scott  came  from  behind  me,  and  put  his  bloody  hand  on  my  shoulder.  It  was  my  turn  to  be  at  a  loss  of  words. 
I  knew  not  what  to  do.  The  red  sidewalk  scared  me.  Scott  looked  at  me. 

'Tm  going  to  call  an  ambulance.  Stay  here  with  her  and  him.1' 

Nikkol  held  Mart's  head  softly  and  close  to  her.  "Hold  on,  Matt,"  she  whispered  tenderly  as  she  wept 
softly.  "Help  is  on  the  way."  She  held  him  under  the  fading  stars  for  what  seemed  like  forever.  She  continually 
whispered  in  his  ear  as  she  rocked  back  and  forth.  Time  was  moving  slowly.  When  the  sounds  of  sirens  finally 
echoed  out  of  the  distance,  Nikkol  gasped  in  relief.  She  felt  happier  despite  her  red  hands  and  cold  tears  almost 
frozen  to  her  face. 

"Matt,"  she  whispered  quietly.  "Matt,  the  ambulance  is  here.  You're  going  to  be  alright."  Her  breath 
fanned  out  eventually  dispersing.  He  did  not  respond.  Tiny  clouds  were  barley  visible  as  they  floated  from  his 
mouth.  The  ambulance  parked  next  to  the  curb  while  Nikkol  held  Matt  under  the  fading  stars  which  hung  high 
above  us  in  the  bluish  black  night  sky  which  also  began  to  disappear  behind  the  fog. 
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Flutter  By 

by  Keith  Gay 

Cold  and  wet,  she  had  emerged,  but  the  sun  had  dried  her  skin.  Before  there  had  been 
walls,  a  shell.  But  she  had  grown  while  the  walls  had  not.  Once  free  she  had  eaten  her  walls. 
Now  she  moved  and  fed  as  she  pleased. 

She  could  not  see,  could  not  yet  conceive  of  what  it  was  to  see.  But  she  could  taste  the 
life  in  the  air  and  she  could  move.  She  had  legs.  Her  whole  lower  half  was  a  tangle  of  busy,  eager 
legs.  The  scents  and  flavors,  the  warmths  of  the  world  around  her  lead  her  from  place  to  place, 
taste  to  taste.  She  followed  her  tongue  and  went  where  it  led. 

Four  useless  limbs  drug  heavily  on  the  ground  as  she  crawled  through  the  dark.  Slowly 
she  made  her  way  through  the  plants,  following  the  bitter  scent  until  she  found  her  leaf.  From  its 
odor  she  knew  it  was  the  leaf  her  mother  had  eaten,  and  hers  before,  and  now  as  she  chewed  the 
sour  leaves  she  knew  that  her  children,  and  theirs  that  followed,  would  taste  the  same  stem.  She 
gorged  herself  with  its  meat  and  milk,  filling  the  loose  folds  of  her  skin,  stretching  them  taught. 

At  first  the  world  loomed  large  and  imposing  around  her.  She  had  to  cross  several  lengths 
of  herself  just  to  get  from  one  side  of  a  leaf  to  another.  Her  bites  punched  tiny  holes  across  their 
broad  surfaces.  All  the  world  seemed  enormous,  immense  and  overwhelming.  She  chewed  and 
swallowed  frantically,  filling  and  expanding  her  tiny  being.  The  world  around  her  shrank,  and 
soon  the  leaves  buckled  and  sagged  beneath  her  mass.  Walking  became  difficult,  each  step  a 
chore.  Her  body  grew  soft  and  pulpous,  an  elastic  sack  full  of  foul  smelling  fluid.  Moving 
forward  was  hard  enough.  Changing  course  or,  worse  still,  turning  around,  were  dire  trials. 

Soon  her  skin  no  longer  fit.  Unable  to  match  the  rapid  pace  of  her  internal  growth  it 
stretched  painfully.  Soon  it  began  to  crack  and  peel.  The  skin  that  was  revealed  was  soft  and 
flawless.  When  the  sun  hit  its  surface  it  felt  different  from  before,  warmer  in  some  spots,  cooler 
in  others,  her  whole  body  a  lace  of  hot  and  cold.  She  moved  and  ate  freely  until  again  her  body 
stretched  her  skin.  Again  a  new  layer  pushed  itself  through  the  old,  and  again  her  flesh  was  born 
anew. 

She  shed  her  skin  as  many  times  as  limp  legs  hung  impotently  on  the  ground.  As  she 
grew  and  tore  her  form  she  felt  something  within  her  harden.  Something  thick  and  sharp  began  to 
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press  through  her  tender  skin.  She  hung  herself  beneath  a  leaf  and  felt  herself  split  a  final  time. 
Instead  of  yielding,  breathing  skin  thick  walls  revealed  themselves  from  within  her.  As  the  skin 
peeled  itself  around  their  shape  these  walls  became  her  body.  Again  she  knew  the  true  dark,  the 
dark  from  which  she  had  emerged  before. 

Safe  within  her  shell  she  felt  herself  begin  to  melt.  Tissue  tore  itself  apart  painfully.  She 
felt  her  back  tear  open,  fluid  spilling  warmly  around  her,  filling  her  shell.  Skin  and  nerve 
dissolved  in  to  a  thick  primal  soup,  a  living  liquid.  In  this  tiny  sea  of  fluid  flesh  her  soul  swam 
and  slept  until  slowly  her  cells  began  to  stitch  themselves  together  again.  Bit  by  bit,  piece  by 
piece  her  body  rebuilt  itself,  the  same  material  that  held  her  before  but  now  so  different,  so  new. 
Her  body  still  thick  and  bloated,  she  now  felt  six  long,  strong  legs  curled  beneath  her.  Two  heavy 
sacks  wrapped  themselves  around  her  form.  Whole  again,  the  walls  grew  thin  until  finally,  light 
passed  freely  through. 

The  walls  cracked  as  she  pushed  herself  slowly  back  in  to  the  world.  She  hung  limp  and 
wet  from  her  leaf,  her  body  still  plump  with  its  old  poison.  Never  again,  though,  would  she  taste 
its  bitterness.  She  let  her  wings  hang  shriveled  and  deflated  from  her  back.  She  felt  the  ground 
pull  them  down,  stretching  them  as  she  pumped  blood  form  her  body  in  to  their  needy  veins. 
Once  full,  she  flapped  them  gently  until  they  were  dry.  While  she  waited,  she  opened  her  eyes  for 
the  first  time.  The  shapeless  darkness,  the  sightless  emptiness  of  her  old  world  gave  way  to  one 
of  form,  color,  and  light. 

Now  her  world  knew  no  walls.  Now  nectar  from  the  sweetest  flower  was  all  she  drank. 
She  saw  the  shape  and  textures  of  the  world  through  her  six  newly  opened  eyes.  She  lived  within 
the  sun,  embraced  by  its  warmth.  As  she  flew,  a  circle  of  light  caught  her  eyes  and  she  found 
herself  drawn  towards  it.  As  she  approached,  she  saw  it  was  composed  of  many  circles,  one 
within  the  other,  as  many  circles  as  wriggling  legs  had  carried  her  through  the  dark  before  she 
was  blessed  with  flight  and  sight.  She  found  herself  drawn  towards  their  perfection,  lines  of 
finest  light,  and  let  her  wings  carry  her  toward  them.  When  her  wings  brushed  against  one  the 
circle  held  and  would  not  let  go.  She  kicked  her  legs,  flapped  her  wings,  tried  desperately  to  free 
herself  but  the  threads  of  light  would  not  give  or  break.  She  hung  there  helplessly  stuck,  unable 
to  move. 

Threads  of  soft  silk  spun  themselves  around  her  until  a  snug  cocoon  had  wrapped  itself 
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tightly  about  her  wings,  her  legs,  and  her  body.  She  felt  herself  held  by  gentle  fibers,  not  too 
tight,  but  tight  enough  to  hold  her  off  the  ground,  to  keep  her  from  flying  free.  Enveloped  in  a 
silken  blanket  she  was  able  to  rest  her  tired  limbs.  The  world  seemed  far  away,  the  web  now  spun 
too  thick  for  light  to  pierce.  Blind,  no  shapes  or  shadows  disturbed  her  sight.  She  closed  her  eyes 
and  welcomed  the  dark. 

Teeth  pierced  the  fabric  of  her  shroud,  and  something  wet  was  pumped  in  to  her  body. 
Pain  filled  her  being,  but  only  briefly.  A  breathless,  depthless  calm  spread  throughout  her  until 
again  she  melted  and  was  no  more.  A  beast  with  eight  hairy  legs  drank  the  dead  nectar  of  her 
essence  before  clipping  the  threads  that  bound  her,  letting  her  fall  to  the  ground  with  the  dead 
and  the  worms. 
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Butterfly 

by  Erika  Ortiz 


United  We  Stand 

by  Diana  D.  Anderson 

Renee  Larson  moved  around  in  the  small  space  that  was  assigned  to  her.  "Why  do  airplanes 
always  seem  to  have  such  little  leg-room?"  she  thought.  Then  sighing,  she  arranged  herself  as 
comfortably  as  possible.  It  was  an  early  flight,  and  the  plane  was  only  half  full,  so  Renee  had  the  row  to 
herself.  She  looked  out  of  the  small  window  next  to  her  as  the  aircraft  began  its  initial  descent.  She  was 
almost  home.  All  of  her  life  she  had  lived  in  Chicago,  and  every  year  she  had  felt  the  same 
overwhelming  need  to  escape  from  its  familiar  surroundings.  A  week  and  a  half  long  vacation  was 
usually  just  enough  time  to  allow  her  to  completely  unwind  from  all  of  the  stress  that  had  quietly  settled 
upon  her  shoulders,  within  the  previous  months  of  working.  Now  that  her  Ft.  Lauderdale  trip  had 
completely  refreshed  her,  Renee  was  ready  to  return  home. 

The  sun  had  just  risen  over  the  horizon  within  the  last  few  minutes.  Renee  watched  the  light 
display  for  a  while,  and  then  glanced  around  the  plane.  She  saw  that  most  of  the  passengers  were  quietly 
drowsing  in  their  upright  seats.  Some  people  were  traveling  in  nicely  pressed  business  suits,  while  others 
wore  the  simple  comfort  of  jeans  and  a  t-shirt.  Renee  wondered  where  the  other  passengers'  destinations 
lay.  Some  were  surely  going  to  be  catching  connecting  flights  once  they  reached  O'Hare  airport,  but 
Renee  liked  to  let  her  thoughts  linger  on  the  more  romantic  scenarios  of  lovers  reunited,  and  lifelong 
dreams  being  chased  to  the  big  city. 

As  she  let  her  mind  wander,  Renee  noticed  a  young  mother  sitting  across  the  isle,  nursing  her 
child  discreetly.  Renee  smiled  to  herself,  as  the  young  woman  tenderly  rocked  her  baby.  With  the  smile 
still  playing  upon  her  face,  Renee  turned  to  scan  the  rest  of  the  plane,  and  was  surprised  to  see  a  man 
staring  directly  at  her.  He  seemed  to  be  of  Middle  Eastern  descent,  and  even  seated,  she  could  tell  that  he 
was  quite  tall.  His  gaze  was  intense.  Renee  cautioned  a  sheepish  grin  in  his  direction,  knowing  that  she 
had  been  caught  people-watching,  but  instead  of  giving  a  friendly  sign  of  acknowledgement,  the  man 
shot  Renee  a  menacing  look.  Then,  he  barred  his  teeth  and  balled  his  hands  into  fists.  Renee  quickly 
turned  away  and  stared  straight  ahead  of  her.  Her  heart  was  racing.  With  a  great  deal  of  effort,  she 
managed  to  calm  her  initial  shock.  Then,  gathering  her  courage,  Renee  turned  around  again,  to  look  in 
the  man's  direction,  once  more.  As  she  did  so,  the  man  stood  up  and  began  walking  purposely  up  the 
aisle,  towards  her.  "Oh  my  God,"  she  whispered  quietly  to  herself,  "Please  don't  let  him  come  over 
here!" 

As  adrenaline  coursed  through  her  body,  Renee  could  hear  blood  pumping  loudly  in  her  ears.  As 
the  man  reached  her  aisle,  she  cringed  back  against  the  window,  but  the  man  kept  on  walking  towards  the 
front  of  the  plane.  His  eyes  were  cold,  and  his  stride  was  full  of  purpose.  Renee  watched  closely  as  the 
man  disappeared  through  the  open  doorway,  leading  to  the  forward  bathroom  and  cockpit.  Two  more 
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men  had  also  stood  up  and  followed.  Renee,  not  believing  her  own  scared  thoughts,  held  her  breath  and 
listened.  Then,  it  happened.  A  loud  pop  shattered  the  silence  on  the  plane.  Barely  a  second  later,  a  flight 
attendant  raced  out  through  the  front  doorway,  screaming.  She  looked  terrified,  her  eyes  racing  wildly, 
searching  for  help.  A  man  in  a  business  suit  stood  up  and  reached  for  her.  He  grasped  her  by  the 
shoulders  just  as  she  looked  as  though  she  would  collapse,  and  quickly  asked  her  if  she  was  alright,  and 
what  had  happened? 

'Tin  not  sure,"  the  woman  managed  to  stammer.  "There  are  three  men,  terrorists,  I  think!  They 
pushed  right  past  me  and  forced  their  way  into  the  cockpit.  Then,  they  fired  a  weapon!   I... I  think  they 
shot  one  of  the  flight  crew!"  The  woman  then  broke  into  sobs.  Everyone  was  awake  on  the  plane  now. 
Another  loud  pop  resonated  from  the  doorway. 

Renee  new  that  panic  would  be  the  worst  thing  for  these  people  at  that  moment,  so  trying  to 
appear  calm,  she  raised  her  voice  loud  enough  for  everyone  to  hear.  "We  need  to  do  something!   We 
need  to  work  together  to  stop  these  guys!"  People  turned  to  look  at  her.  Most  faces  looked  shocked, 
although  she  saw  a  couple  of  heads  nodding  in  agreement. 

"They've  got  guns!"  cried  one  elderly  gentleman. 

"At  least  one,  maybe  two,  people  have  already  been  shot... maybe  killed!"  a  matronly  looking 
woman  added.  "You  may  get  us  all  killed  if  you  do  something  crazy!" 

Renee  looked  for  help  among  the  few  faces  of  those  who  had  nodded  in  agreement  with  her.  "Or 
maybe  this  will  turn  out  just  like  the  World  Trade  Center  if  we  don't  do  anything,"  one  of  her  supporters 
stated  bluntly.  That  got  everyone's  attention. 

"Do  we  all  want  to  sit  here  and  do  nothing,  while  riding  to  our  deaths,  or  should  we  fight  back, 
maybe  saving  the  lives  of  thousands  of  other  people?"  Renee  challenged  the  other  passengers.  More 
heads  started  nodding  in  response  to  her  words.  "We  don't  have  much  time!  Downtown  Chicago  is 
minutes  away,  so  we  need  to  act  now!"  By  this  time,  most  of  the  people  seemed  to  agree  that  taking 
action  was  necessary. 

"I'm  in,"  said  a  young  man  in  blue  jeans.  He  looked  like  he  was  about  nineteen  or  twenty  years 
old.  "First,  we  should  move  the  women  and  children,  and  all  of  the  elderly  to  the  back  of  the  plane."  He 
wrapped  his  arm  protectively  around  his  mother,  and  began  talking  quietly  to  her  while  he  steered  her  to 
the  destination  he  had  suggested.  His  mother  began  to  cry,  and  he  kissed  her  affectionately  on  the  cheek. 
Renee  felt  tears  come  to  her  own  eyes  as  she  and  the  other  passengers  began  sorting  themselves  to  either 
the  front  or  the  back  of  the  plane. 

Renee  saw  the  young  mother  whom  she  had  noticed  earlier  in  the  flight,  looking  stricken  as  she 
carried  her  baby  towards  the  back  of  the  plane.  Renee  kindly  laid  her  hand  on  the  woman's  shoulder,  and 
gently  offered  her  some  reassurance  that  she  and  the  baby  would  be  fine.  Looking  confused,  the  young 
mother  asked,  "Aren't  you  going  in  back,  too?"  Realizing  that  she  had  already  made  up  her  mind.  Renee 
shook  her  head,  no.  Turning,  she  then  walked  to  rejoin  the  volunteer  group  of  would-be-rescuers.  -,,- 


Renee  looked  at  the  ten  other  anxious  looking  faces,  as  they  each  in  turn  regarded  one  another. 
There  was  one  other  woman  in  the  group.  She  and  Renee  smiled  grimly  at  one  another.  The  young  man 
in  the  blue  jeans  was  there,  too.  Renee  wondered  if  she  looked  as  scared  as  she  felt,  but  pushing  that 
from  her  mind,  she  began  thinking  of  a  plan  of  attack.  "We  should  each  find  some  sort  of  a  weapon," 
Renee  offered.  The  rest  of  the  group  agreed,  and  they  each  began  scanning  their  surroundings  for 
possible  choices.  One  man  decided  to  arm  himself  with  a  ball  point  pen  from  his  right  breast  pocket. 
Another  took  off  his  belt  and  examined  its  buckle  for  strength  and  durability.  Renee  searched  her  own 
belongings,  and  finally  decided  to  use  one  of  her  shoes,  which  had  a  sharp,  tapered  heel  about  two  inches 
long  on  it.  The  group  was  armed  and  ready  within  moments. 

A  middle  aged  man,  who  reminded  Renee  of  her  father,  coughed  nervously  and  said,  "There  are 
more  of  us  than  there  are  of  them.  1  think  we  should  all  rush  the  front  cabin  at  the  same  time  and 
overpower  the  three  terrorists  as  quickly  as  possible.  Does  everyone  agree?"  Everyone  in  the  group 
nodded  their  assent.  "I  took  a  few  flying  classes  before  my  kids  were  born,"  he  added.  "I'm  not  sure 
what  good  that  may  do  for  a  situation  like  this,  but  I  can  give  it  a  shot  if  we  need  a  stand-in  pilot."  The 
man  next  to  him  patted  him  on  the  back. 

In  the  silence  that  followed,  there  was  a  noise  from  the  doorway.  As  one,  the  makeshift  group 
quickly  turned  and  advanced  on  the  front  cabin.  There  was  a  bottleneck  effect  getting  through  the 
doorway,  and  as  the  group  pushed  to  clear  through  it,  Renee  found  herself  in  the  front  of  the  attack's 
cresting  wave.  Confronting  her  was  the  tall,  menacing  stranger  that  she  recognized  from  earlier.  He  had 
a  gun  in  his  hand,  and  he  raised  it  towards  her.  Renee  also  raised  her  hand,  armed  with  her  shoe.  A  loud 
pop  resonated  in  her  ears,  and  as  warmth  spread  across  her  mid-section,  she  saw  her  shoe  embedded  in 
her  attacker's  neck.  Everything  began  to  slow  down  for  her  then.  Someone  gently  sat  her  on  the  floor, 
with  her  back  to  the  wall.  From  her  vantage  point,  Renee  could  see  the  man  who  had  shot  her,  crumpled 
in  a  heap  on  the  floor.  The  group  of  rescuers  stepped  over  him  and  on  him  as  they  pushed  their  way  into 
the  cockpit.  The  man  didn't  move. 

A  struggle  ensued  once  the  passengers  reached  the  other  two  terrorists.  It  seemed  to  last  for 
hours  rather  that  the  seconds  that  it  actually  took,  but  the  volunteers  managed  to  overpower  the  two  men 
without  another  shot  being  fired.  The  terrorists  were  then  gagged  and  tied  with  belts  from  the  waists  of 
their  captors.  Working  together,  the  group  kept  the  airplane  steady  and  radioed  for  help.  Once  contact 
had  been  established,  and  directions  from  the  ground  had  been  received,  the  group  let  out  a  cheer. 
Someone  ran  to  the  back  of  the  plane  to  inform  the  rest  of  the  passengers  of  their  success,  and  another 
cheer  went  up.  Renee  smiled.  Someone  started  singing  "America,  the  Beautiful",  and  soon  everyone 
joined  in. 

Just  before  darkness  overtook  her,  a  face  wavered  in  front  of  Renee's  eyes.  It  was  the  face  of  the 
young  mother.  Tears  streaked  her  cheeks  as  she  held  Renee's  hand  in  hers.  Renee  thought  of  the  price 
she  had  just  paid  for  freedom.  "It  was  worth  it,"  Renee  whispered,  smiled,  and  was  gone. 
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A  Short  Story 

by  Katie  Perricone 

I  was  just  sitting  here,  minding  my  own  business,  when  it  came.  It  came  from  over  there, 
but  I  didn't  see  from  whom.  It  flew  across  the  air  like  a  shooting  star  and  hit  the  ground  a  mere 
foot  in  front  of  me.  It  sat  there,  staring,  glaring  at  me  with  such  a  sad  disposition  that  put  me  in 
such  a  troubled  state  of  mind,  eventually  leading  to  an  end  hich  at  first  seemed  unclear. 
I  began  to  myself... 

"Really,  what  good  is  a  penny  now-a-days?  What  possible  value  could  this  penny  hold  for 
me?  Does  it  mean  I'm  cheap  if  I  pick  it  up?  Or,  if  I'm  not  already  cheap,  does  it  make  me  cheap 
to  pick  it  up? 

"Oh,  it's  so  tempting-  the  shiny  little  piece  of  wealth  sparkling  on  the  floor  in  front  of  me. 
But  do  I  really  need  it?  Will  I  really  be  better  if  I  pick  it  up?  Or,  would  I  be  better  off  if  I  leave 
the  penny  there?  Can  I  live  my  life  knowning  I  gave  up  such  an  oppurtunity  as  this?  Well, 
maybe,  if  I  pick  up  the  penny,  no  one  will  see,  so  it  won't  matter  because  no  one  will  know 
except  me.  But,  will  the  pain  of  knowing  my  own  flaws  without  them  being  seen  to  the  outside 
world  be  too  much  to  make  the  effort  not  worth  making? 

Or,  what  if  someone  is  watching  and  they're  just  waiting  to  see  what  decision  I  will  make? 
What  if  this  is  someone's  heartless  experiment;  a  sick  way  for  someone  to  get  their  kicks  and 
giggles,  a  horrible  test  of  human  nature.  Will  I  go  for  it  or  not?  I  can  feel  those  beady  eyes 
glaring  at  me  in  anticipation  of  the  unpredictable  conclusion.  I  sense  their  wicked  intent  disposed 
for  me-  watching,  waiting  to  see  my  reaction.  What  will  it  be?  I  can't  let  myself  be  the  object  of 
this  madness.  I  must  escape  while  I  still  can. 

But  will  the  guilt  of  not  picking  this  penny  up  amount  to  more  than  the  disappointment  I 
would  have  by  giving  in  to  my  selfish  urges?  Or,  are  my  selfish  urges  really  just  resourcefulness? 
Resourcefulness  is  getting  the  most  out  of  your  environment,  and  this  is  my  current  environment. 
So,  perhaps  it  would  be  resourceful  of  me  to  pick  up  this  ever-so-intriguing  penny  off  of  the  dirty 
chaos  of  a  floor  it  lies  on. 

Would  I  be  doing  this  penny  a  favor  by  picking  it  up?  Could  I  give  it  a  home  without  fear 
of  being  thrown  or  getting  stepped  on?  I  could  for  a  while,  but  the  day  would  come  that  I  too 
would  do  the  dreadful  but  inevitable  task  of  bringing  this  poor  penny  back  into  circulation.  My 
home  would  be  no  better  than  any  other,  but  it  also  could  be  no  worse.  So,  I  suppose  the  penny  is 
indifferent. 

"If  the  penny  is  indifferent  to  where  it  is,  does  that  also  mean  that  I  should  be  indifferent?" 

I  tried  for  a  while  to  forget  about  this  inscrutability  before  me.  I  looked  around;  I  tried  to 
find  something  else  of  interest-  but  there  was  nothing.  There  was  nothing  else  I  could  focus  on         37 


that  would  hold  my  attention  quite  like  this  penny.  I  couldn't  get  my  mind  off  of  it.  I  concluded 
that  I  could  not  be  indifferent  in  such  a  situation  as  this.  I  had  become  attached. 

At  this  point,  the  solution  seemed  clear.  The  true  nature  of  attachment  is  when  one  thing  is 
bound  to  another.  So,  if  this  penny  and  I  are  bound  by  some  unknown  force —  whatever  it  may 
be —  it  should  be  reintroducing  the  natural  intent  of  the  universe  to  take  this  penny  for  myself. 
My  mind  was  made. 

"But  what  if  someone  else  feels  this  same  attachment  for  this  same  penny?  What  if 
someone  has  lost  this  penny  and  has  gone  looking  for  it?  Could  someone  else  possibly  feel  the 
same?  It  had  to  have  belonged  to  someone  just  a  moment  ago.  Not  but  a  minute  before  had  this 
penny  been  held  by  someone  else. 

"Since  this  penny  without  a  doubt  had  a  previous  owner,  would  it  be  stealing  if  I  took  this 
penny?  Is  it  still  the  property  of  the  owner  it  had  before?  Or,  perhaps,  is  it  now  the  property  of 
the  floor?  Whatever  the  case,  I  cannot  possibly  be  the  owner.  By  no  means  would  this  penny  be 
rightfully  mine.  Or  could  the  attatchment  I  hold  for  this  penny  possibly  be  enough  to  justify  what 
may  be  considered  theft?" 

I  had  come  to  a  decision  quickly,  but  I  had  forgotten  about  a  very  important  aspect  of  this — 
the  unexpected  third  party. 

"What  if  someone  else,  someone  completely  blind  of  the  conflict  I  face  here,  someone 
selfish,  and  someone  unimportant  to  this  penny  was  to  see  it  not  as  I,  but  merely  as  a  unit  of 
money,  was  to  pick  it  before  I  do.  I  cannot  possibly  face  that  end. 

"But  who  am  I  to  choose  such  a  fate  for  this  uniquely  mesmerizing  penny?  Who  am  I  to 
make  such  a  trying  decision?" 

I  reached  down  and  picked  it  up.  It  was  cold.  It  had  sat  there  far  too  long.  I  placed  it 
safely  in  my  pocket.  No  one  had  seen.  I  had  gone  unnoticed.  But  just  in  case,  I  stood  up  and 
began  to  walk  away. 
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Crutches  and  Caramel  Milkshakes 

by  Miranda  Calhoon 

On  my  sixteenth  birthday  I  fell  down  a  flight  of  stairs,  broke  my  leg  in  two  places,  and 
subsequently  spent  the  whole  summer  in  a  cast  from  my  toe  to  my  thigh.  As  the  weather  grew 
hotter,  my  friends  headed  to  water  parks,  beaches,  and  camping  trips  and  left  me  behind.  There  I 
was,  a  shy  semi-geeky  teenage  girl  left  alone  to  lie  on  the  couch  and  watch  daytime  television. 
The  only  other  thing  to  keep  me  occupied  was  coming  up  with  new,  inventive  ways  to  get  at  that 
incessant  itch  beneath  the  cast  using  only  common  household  objects  and  imagination.  This  can 
only  keep  a  teenage  girl  entertained  for  so  long.  I  began  feeling  lonely.  I  didn't  have  many 
friends,  and  the  ones  I  did  have  had  abandoned  me.  I  needed  to  do  something.  I  needed  to  find 
some  new  friends.  So  I  ventured  out  of  my  self-made  prison. 

There  is  this  cafe  on  the  corner  near  my  house.  I  had  never  been  there  before,  and  I  have 
not  been  back  since  that  summer.  The  food  was  never  very  good,  but  it  was  within  crutch- 
walking  distance,  it  was  air  conditioned,  and  the  booths  were  wide  enough  for  my  cast.  There 
were  always  people  there,  so  there  was  never  a  shortage  of  entertainment.  After  three  days  I  met 
Melanie.  She  introduced  herself  by  sitting  at  my  booth,  uninvited,  and  ordering  caramel 
milkshakes  for  both  of  us.  Our  first  conversation  was  pretty  much, 

"I'm  not  a  lesbian,"  and,  "Neither  am  I." 

For  three  weeks  we  met  at  the  cafe  every  other  day  and  ordered  caramel  milkshakes.  The 
drink  was  okay,  not  great,  but  it  was,  she  decided,  the  coolest  thing  on  the  menu.  Deciding 
whether  or  not  something  was  cool  seemed  to  be  Melanie's  specialty.  Pilates  was  cool,  but  not 
yoga.  MTV  was  cool,  but  not  VH1 . 1  saw  her  as  the  epitome  of  cool.  Her  hair  was  dark  with  very 
light  highlights  (or  maybe  it  was  very  light  with  dark  lowlights)  but  I  do  not  think  either  color 
was  natural.  The  first  day  I  met  her  she  was  wearing  tight,  low-rise  light  blue  jeans  and  a  t-shirt 
with  a  sly  double  entendre  emblazoned  across  the  front.  It  was  the  same  type  of  clothes  all  the 
models  in  Seventeen  wore.  She  spoke  about  ten  decibels  louder  than  necessary,  and  laughed  as  if 
everything  was  the  funniest  thing  she  ever  heard.  She  was  a  fun,  loud,  and  quirky  girl.  Now  I  see 
that  she  was  completely  unstable. 

One  day,  Melanie  came  into  the  cafe  fifteen  minutes  late  for  our  lunch  date.  This  was 
unusual;  she  had  never  been  late  before.  I  had  already  ordered  our  caramel  milkshakes,  I  told  her, 
but  the  waiter  hadn't  brought  them  yet.  That  is  when  Melanie  lost  her  mind.  She  began  accusing 
me  of  sleeping  with  Brian.  I  assured  her  that  I  had  no  idea  who  Brian  was,  and  that  I  would  never 
sleep  with  her  boyfriend,  but  she  was  adamant  that  I  was  the  one  who  had  spoiled  a  once  perfect 
relationship.  She  continued  making  a  scene,  screaming  and  waving  her  arms.  That's  when  it 
happened.  39 


I  saw  our  waiter  behind  Melanie,  but  I  kept  my  mouth  shut.  Bam!  One  of  her  swift  arm 
movements  and  she  knocked  the  whole  tray  onto  her  white  shirt.  The  waiter  apologized 
profusely,  swearing  it  was  an  accident.  She  stormed  out  dripping  with  caramel  milkshakes.  I  was 
stunned  that  what  had  seemed  to  be  a  developing  friendship  had  ended  so  quickly.  I  grabbed  my 
crutches  and  left  our  waiter  a  huge  tip. 

I  realize  now  that  my  friendship  with  Melanie  would  never  have  lasted,  even  if  I  had  not 
allegedly  slept  with  Brian.  Melanie  was  too  opinionated,  too  loud,  and  too,  well,  too  "cool."  I 
was  not  cool,  nor  do  I  ever  expect  to  be.  I  was  just  a  loser  with  a  broken  leg  and  no  friends, 
desperate  to  find  some  entertainment.  Our  friendship  was  sweet  while  it  lasted,  and  it  was  the 
coolest  thing  at  the  time.  Not  entirely  unlike  a  caramel  milkshake. 
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